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But just had oped on Freedom's dawning light,

Born in the nick of time that hliss to know

Which to his great and mighty toils we owe,

Received applause from Sages, Fools, and Boys,

The mighty Samuel could not make a noise ?

Be told that, silenced by their clam'rous din,

He vainly tried one word to dove-tail in ;

That though he strove to speak with might and main

His voice and strivings equally were vain ?

Hard has he toiled and richly earned his gains,

Ruined his fingers and spun out his hrains

To acquire the right to ope his ponderous jaws,

As the great champion of Sedition's cause.

Once his soft words like streams of melted tar

Stuck in our ears and led us on to war ;

But now we hear the self-same accents flow

Unmoved as quails when buried up in snow.

Is his voice weak 1  That dreadful voice, we 're to^a,

Once made King George the Third through fear turn cold,

Europa's kingdoms to their centre shake,

When mighty Samuel bawl'd at Freedom's stake.

Does his hand shake ?   When Sam cried out for war
His potent hand spread many a coat of tar,
That sinewy hand the feathers scattered o'er
Till Tories' jackets made their bellies sore.
Say, for whose sake has Time, that Barber gruff,
O'er his wise noddle shook his powder puff ?
Was the task hard to hear the sage's noise ?
Perhaps the awful sound had frightened boys;
But we, the sons of wisdom, fond to hear,
With joy had held the breath and oped the ear.
Did we e'en doubt that Solomon had spoke ?
If so, has memory vanished into smoke."